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also wrote down our pajaro negro, simply as militia-
man number so and so. One morning I was giving
my usual theoretical instruction to the men who
were off duty in the second line. By then the sun
was shining pitilessly and a number of the militia-
men who had been on duty that night were only
giving a drowsy look to the bullet trajectories that
I was drawing on the company's blackboard. The
arrival of the post was a welcome excuse for breaking
off. Our comrades withdrew in groups towards
their shelters. Whoever was able to read was never
without a few mates, who peered over his shoulder
and read with him, and whoever was innocent of
the art had his letter read out to him word for
word by the more scholarly comrades. No letter
had come for me and I was sitting on a stone staring
out in front of me a trifle sad and bored. I was
startled out of my meditations by the rude sound of
curses and abuse. Rows had been an extremely
rare occurrence during the ten months we had
already spent at the front, and it was therefore with
amazement that I saw what looked like a scuffle
outside the shelter at the farther end of the trench.
I rose in haste and made for the scene of the dis-
turbance ; but already the men were moving up
towards me and the little gipsy was in the vanguard
carrying the dead body of our pajaro negro in his
open hand* All he said was " assassinau " (mur-